The Trdgedie of Hamlet 

Bur two months dead, nay not fo much, not two. 

So excellent a King, that was to this 
Hiperion to a fatire, fo lotting to my mother, 

not beteeme the winds of heauen 
Vifite her face too roughly, heauen and earth 
Muft i remember,why fli e ftiould hang oil him 
As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on , and yet within a month. 

Le t me not thinke on’r ; frailty thy name is woman 
A Iitt^e month or ere thofefhooes were old 
yvjch which /lie followed my poore fathers bodic 
LikeNio&c all teares, whyfhe 

0 God , a heart that wants difcourfe of reafon 
Would haue mourn’d longer, married with my Vncle, 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 

1 lien 1 to Hercules, within a month. 

Ere vet the fait ofmoft vnrighteous te ares. 

Had left the Hurtling in her gauled eyes 

"il c w rr * ec * ’ ° m °lf wicked fpeede ; to port 
VVith fuch dexteritie ro incertious rtieets. 

It is lot, nor it cannot come ro good, 

Buc iueake my hart, for I mufl hold my tongue. 

„ tt •, EnterHor <tt*), Marccllm, and Bernard,. 

Hont. HailetoyourLordfhip. 

K™. I ara glad to fcyou well , or I do forger my felfe 

Thefamemy Lord a „d,o„r p „orefe ra a„,e°„er^ 
i ' r m y good friend, He changed, at name with you, 
Mmll r, om mtKnitrg m*lit { 1 

Mar. JVly good Lord. 


Hard 


■ * 


^4 


. . ..... , w , o iau lo Ice you, tgood euer 

nat in faith make you from mttenbet r <* 

A truant difpofition good my tord. 
tiam I would not heareyour enimiefty fo, 
JN or mail you doe my eardthat violence 
1 o make it trurter of your owne report 
Againrtyour felfe, I kno we you are no truant. 
But what is your affaire in ^Ifonome <> 

Weele teachyoufor to drinke ere you depart 


Prince of Denmark 
.. Mv Lord, I came to fee your 'fathers funeral!. 
Horn'. I pre thee doe not mocke me fellowe ftudient, 

1 *H<ir4. e in^eedemy ^^d^fcdbwed fiard vppon. 

Earn. Thrift, thrift, Horatio, the funerall bak t meates 
Did coldly furnirti forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heauen 
Or euer I had feene that day Horatio, 

My father.me thinkes I fee my lather. 

Hora. Where my Lord? 

Ham. In my mindcs eye Horatio. „ 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. Awas a man take him for all in all 

T Ihall not looke vppon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord I thinke I faw him y efteriught.. 

Him. faw, who? 

Hora. My Lord theKingyour father. . 

Ham. The King my father? 

Hurd* Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare till I may deliuer 
Vppon the witnes of thefe gentlemen 
This maruile to you. 

Ham. For Gods loue let me heare ? 

Hora. T wo nights together had thefe gentlemen 
TilarceUus, and Barnardo, on their watch ^ 

In the dead waft and middle of the night 

Beene thus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at poy nc, e^aftly C apapea 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march. 
Goes flowe and ftately by them 5 thrice he walkt 

By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 

Within his tronchions length, whil’ft they dirtil d 
Almoft to gelly, with the aft of feare 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him} this to me 
- In dreadfull fecrefie impart they did. 

And I with them the third ni*ht kept the watch. 
Whereas they haddeliuered nothin time 
Forme of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The A pparifion comes : 1 knewe your father, 
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